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to stand as their spokesman. He told them all to go and
carry on as they would on any other Sunday, while he lay
down as if to sleep in the camp theatre.
At about seven o'clock the landlord made his appearance,
accompanied by the Chief Constable of his district, whose
face was still wreathed with smiles of amusement at the lugu-
brious tale which his companion had poured out to him.
They went to the theatre at once, and, seeing Manager King
lying as if asleep in his full Sunday rig, the innkeeper angrily
shook him. King was a natural actor, and his yawning,
blinking simulation of a suddenly awakened man, was one
of his finest performances. The angry landlord stared at him.
"You/ he shouted, 'what do you and your black-
guardly actors mean by running away without paying your
reckoning?'
Jemmy King gazed at him as if uncomprehending, and
then allowed his face to clear with a look of understanding.
'Oh, It's you, is it!' he retorted angrily. 'What the devil
d'you mean by breaking in here and wakening me up? If
you want to know, I'm telling you that we've all paid dear
enough for all we ever had from you, and if you expect any
more money, well, you'd best get it as best you can.*
The landlord met this defiance with an outpouring of
indignation at such ingratitude for all his kindness to the
rascally play-actors, and at last left King, to go to the Super-
intendent and lay his complaint before him. Very soon the
entire dramatic company were ordered to present themselves
before that high official, who, when they were paraded before
him, demanded what they had to say to the charge which had
been brought against them.
King opened his speech for the defence with humble
apologies for being forced by the visitor to occupy the time
of the Superintendent, and then briefly recounted the facts of
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